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defeat.    You* couldn't c&,tch the Old
Man.
Chandra
Let our festival begin.    The sun is
up.
Minstrel, if you keep so still, you
will swoon away.    Sing something.
(Tlie Minstrel sings.)
I lose thee, to find thee back again
and again,
My beloved.
Thou leavest me,  that I may receive
thee all the more9
when thou returnest.
Thou canst vanish behind the moment's
screen
Only because thou art mine for ever-
more,
My beloved.
When I go in search of thee, my heart
trembles,
spreading ripples across my love.